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The dress of the peasantry resembled that of
Turkey more than of Egypt ; as, instead of the
long blue shirt of the fellahs on the Nile, the
men here wore coarse cloth-jackets, ample cotton
trowserfc, and coloured and tasselled turbans.
The women whom we met were generally carry-
ing burdens on their heads, and were clad with
long trowsers drawn in at the ancle and tied over
the chemise at the waist, with an outer robe open
before and tucked up behind for the convenience
of walking. They had their faces but partially
covered -by a handkerchief over the chin, their
bosoms generally exposed, and their complex-
ions fairer than the southern Arabs j and though
invariably bare-footed, they were never destitute
of silver ornaments of some kind or other on their
persons.

A scene entirely new to me was that of two
of these female peasants, both well advanced in
years, halting to perform their devotions on the
public road, as I had never yet, either in Turkey,
Egypt, or Arabia, once seen a woman thus
employed.

At eleven o'clock, continuing still along by
the sea-side, we came to the foot of Ras-el-
Abiad *, a promontory which derives its name

the White Cape, and the Cape
Album of the ancients, on this coast.